“Ivan Ivanovitch.” 


IN MEMORIAM. 




Thrice crowned wast thou, each crown of pride, a child— thy charge ! 
mere are they? Lost? Enough: no need that thou enlarge 
On how or why the loss: life left to utter ‘lost,’ 

Condemns itself beyond appeal.— BROWNING. 
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What warrant have you, o’ertaken, not to plunge into like 
abyss ? ^ 


“ </s U 1 ? ' y° u cr y in abasement ! This is worse than thunders 
of law, 

Worse than terrors of fire ; these be the worms that gnaw ! 

A Preacher of Righteousness, this, who, knowing to send 
The bolt to the heart of the sinner, gives him chance to 
amend ! ” 

“ Shame to humanity ! — Say, then, was ever, in prose or verse, 
Tale so horrible-piteous, show of human nature at worse 
Than you have it in Ivan Ivanovitch — you know the run of the 
tale — 

Group of villagers startled by sight of a woman, pale, 

One of their own, come back to them, in a sledge, all alone ; 
How, when their kindness had thaw’d her, ’twas, perforce, to 
reveal 

Tale of horror and guilt she labour’d poor words to conceal ! 
And what was her crime ? Why, this — that she was alive to tell 
How wolves had snatch’d three sons from her clasp— gorged on 
each as he fell ! ” 

“ Fell ! How ? ” 

“ None asked in the village ; as she knelt, poor soul, 
One stroke of an axe clave her neck, and her woman s head did 

roll . 

As the branching crown of a tree when the woodman severs the 

bole. , . . 

A strong man, Ivan Ivanovitch, blest with clear inner light ; 

• Do this,' God said, and he did it ; nor ever doubted his right 
To take the life of a slayer, ' red-hand in 'mp'° us fl ‘S 1 , 

“ A tale to haunt you, I grant, but wide of our talk, to, , 

Is the tale of a sin we eould not ; our children are over , 

We spoil them rather." __ , f ^ on , y as these 

Are the wolves that be on us I Think ; does no woman, for 

In this high civilisation of 0lirS | ''“XaXlht^^bXrt away i ” 
To wolves that eat out the vitals-gnaw „ 

“ Wha ‘. the mere faultS ° f 3 rl X • the faults of a child, let be, 

, • mm --— waste o’ breath to impugn the 
Run down the man to his turn . M SHAW 

decree ! ” 


